liic rragedie 

Tie win our auncicnt right in France againc, 

Or dycaiouldieras Jliu’d aking. 

^io. Short .fommers lightly haueaforward fprino". 

^”terjtugT«rl^,Hafiit^s,Card$naU, * 
^«c.Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke 
Prin. Rich,or Yorke, how fares our noble brother# 
rffr^WtllmydeareLotfomuftlcallyou how, 
/brother to our griefepasitis yours: 

T oo late be died that might hane kept that title, 

W hich by his death ha th loft much raaieftie, 

Glo. How fares our ccuzen noble L.of Yorke? 
r?r. /thanke you gentle vnclc.O my Lord, 

You (aid that Jdleweeds are (aft in growth: 
yhe prince my brother hath outgro wnc me far, 

GiOi He hath my Lord,. 

2#r. And therefore he is idle ? 

<?/», Oh my fairc couzcn.Imuft not fay fo. 
y#r.Then he is more beholding to you then I. 
bfe tnay command me as my (bucraignfy.. 

But you haue power in me in a kiniman, 

T*r, I pray )'ou ynclc giiie me this dagger. 

Gie.My dagger little couzcn,with aH.my hart, 

TriM. A begger brother#, . 

Tor, Of my kind vhcle that I know will giite. 

And being buta toy,which is no griefc to giue, 

A greater gift the ihat,/le giue my cozen, . 

. Tor. A greater gift?0 thats the fword to it. . 

I gentle couzen, were it light enough. 

Xor. O than /fee you will part but with light gifts; . 

In waigh’trer thihgs youlc Gy a begger nay. 

Glo, It is too waightiefor your grace to wcare. 

Tor, J weigh it lightly were it heauicr, 

Glo. What would you haue my weapon litlc Lord# 
^r, /would that/might thankeyouas you call roc 

Trin, My Lo: of Ydrke will ftill.be erode in talke: 

V ntlc y'our grace knowes how to heare with him, • 

You mcanc to bearc roe, not to bearc with roc: 
Ynclc, my brolher niockes both you andme, 
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o/ Richard the Third, 

Becaufcthat/amlitlelikeanApc, 

yie thinkes that you Ibould bearc me on your moulders. 

^Hc, ^ith whata ftiarpe prouided wit he rcafons, 
jbmittigatc the fcornc he giues his vncle. 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and (o yong,is wonderfull, 

Gh. My Lo; wilt pleafe you palfe along# 

]yiy fcl(e and my good couzen Rockingham, 

•Will to your mother, to entreat of her 
Tonicctyouatthc Towcr,andwc!comcyou; 

Tor, What will you go vnto the tower my Lo# 

7rtH, My Lord Proteflor woll haue it fo. 

Tor, /ihall not flee pc in quiet at the Tbwer, 

Why, what Ihould you learc # 

Yor. Mary my vnclc Clarence angry ghofts 
My Granam told me he was murdred there, 

Pri». /feare no vnclcs dead, • ^ 

G/o, Nor none that liue^f hope. 

' i>«». Andif they liue,l hope /need not fearci 
But comemy L, with a heauie heart 
Thinkingon them, goc I vnto the Tower^ 

Exeunt pTinXor.Hn^,Dorf',nMnet,Rub,B«e, 

Buc. Thinkc you my Lo:this little prating Yorke, 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother. 

To tail nt and fcornc you thu s opprobriou fly f ' 

Glo, No doubt,no doubt,Oh tis a perilous boy. 

Bold, quickc,ingcnious,fqrward, capable, 

He is all the mpthcrSjfrGm the top to toe. 

Bhc, fVdl let them refttCome hither Catesby, 

Thoii attfworncas deepely toellcft whatwc intend. 

As clofely to conceale what we impart, 

Thou knoweft our rcafons vrgdc vpon the way; 
H'liatthinkeft thou, is it not an calic matter 
To make willia m L. Haftingsofotirlnihdc, 

For thcinflalmcnt of this noble Duke, 

/n the feate royall ofthis famous /le #: 

Catef. He for his lathers fakefo loucs the Prince, 

Th;tt hevvillnotbe wonne to oughtagainftbim. 

£uc, fy’ast th'mkcft thou ^cn ot Stanlcy|What wiU he? 
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